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So Cold.. 


| wrapped my arms around himself, sitting on the beaten up couch between Euronymous and Necrobutcher. 


We had recently moved into our own place out in the middle of nowhere so we could rehearse. 
However, not much else good had happened recently.. Manheim had left Mayhem, and the band was now living 
off of Varg's library job and welfare checks. The money barely even covered the costs to keep the old house; 


because of that, we often went hungry. 


| glanced over at Euronymous, who now frequently wore baggy clothes to hide how thin he had become. He 


also had become increasingly aggressive, and any little thing would easily provoke him. 


| turned around and glanced at Necrobutcher. His girlfriend had recently left him, and | could tell he was quite 


pained by it. He was shivering from the cold, as we couldn't afford to keep our house warm. 


| got up and grabbed a pile of old, dusty blankets and handed them to my bandmates, who quickly grabbed 
them and wrapped themselves up. | grabbed a couple blankets and joined the others on the couch, bundled up. 


A few minutes later, | felt Euronymous cuddle up against me. He was so little and frail, curled up in a tiny little 


ball. | knew he only snuggled against me to keep warm, but | wanted to fantasize that he liked me. 


Necrobutcher soon scooted closer to me and Euro. That was our only way to keep warm during the cold 
winter months, but | wanted to pretend that my bandmates actually cared about me. | wanted to think that 
they somewhat liked me, but | knew that these thoughts were stupid, though, and wound up falling fast asleep 


next to my bandmates. 


